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Questioning Our Danish Heritage:
The Evolution of an Ethnic Identity
By Otto N. Larsen
The Potency of Ethnicity
Here we are over one-hundred persons ranging in age from
9 to 90 gathered for the first Pacific Northwest Danish
Cultural Conference.1 Given the title of my remarks, I had
better start with a question: why are we here?
The general answer must be that we are here to re-kindle
the experience of our heritage, to learn more about it, and to
enjoy our common bond. It is often said that whenever
Danes get together they have a good time, even if they are
melancholy about it.
Thus, apparently, we seek fellowship through a consciousness of kind, and we come because it warms us and gives us
a sense of identity that adds meaning to our life.
This is not an unusual quest. All around us there are signs
of a growing pursuit of heritage. More and more young
people are tracing their lineage. Bilingual education is now
part of our national policy. Ethnic politics is on the rise as
additional cultural clusters demand their fair share of almost
everything. Such items suggest that the great American
melting pot, long the subject of prideful rhetoric, has stopped
melting. Indeed, its ingredients seem to be in the process of
congealing. If so, figures from the United States census
indicate what a remarkable social act this is. In 1970, only
sixteen percent of the population was reported as foreign
born or native born of foreign or mixed parentage. Thus it
would appear that even third and fourth generation offspring
of immigrants are becoming curious about, if not obsessed
with, their ethnic identity.
In the Danish-American case, this pursuit is even more
curious, and perhaps harder to sustain, when . we recognize
the special character of our current being. While some of our
forbearers were propelled out of Denmark from a sense of
oppression, we are not a deprived people. Little or no stigma
is attached to being Danish or of Danish descent. Indeed, we
are not only tolerated, we are sometimes admired merely for
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being Danish. Our labors have been rewarded, often beyond
their merit. These facts should, I think, flavor our current
mission . While they certainly do not imply that we are a
"chosen people," they might suggest some special reasons for
pursuing our heritage and for understanding the evolution of
our identity.
We are, then, drawn together on the basis of a commitment to common cultural ties. This represents the organizing
principle of the rising tide of ethnicity all over the world
today. We must see ourselves as part of this movement. It is a
significant departure from mobilizing people on the basis of
occupational interests, political ideology, or soci_al class. It
means that we are here not primarily because of what we do
or what we have achieved as individuals but because of who
we think we are in cultural terms. And that thinking is shaped
by the simple fact that someone to whom we are linked was
born in a country called Denmark.
There are cleavages between Danes in Denmark when they
come from Jutland or Copenhagen, from farm, factory, or the
professions, or from different age groups. But in this conference, the perception of those differences will no doubt be
muted . We, too, arrive from different backgrounds. But yet
we rally under the banner of a Danish heritage and we share
an in-group loyalty, an affection, and a joyful feeling of
peoplehood. The potency of ethnicity is thus apparent.
Challenge and Approach

In general terms, I have tried to suggest why we are here.
The call for this conference added another dimension . It
stated that our purpose is to give serious thought to how an
interest in Danish traditions and culture might be preserved
and promoted . This implies a missionary task . That is, we are
called to conserve values and to recruit converts to those
values, or at least to maintain the allegiance of the already
converted.
I have no doubt that we have the essential faith for such
an effort. But do we have the requisite knowledge, understanding, and skills to be effective in preserving and
promoting a culture? In fact, are traditions subject to
deliberate acts of preservation and promotion beyond the
natural experience of living them? If so, what is our Danish
heritage? Will our diverse backgrounds yield a consensus
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about its essential features? Would we then have the same set
of priorities as to the worth of each element? And is that even
possible when the culture of the homeland changes?
My approach in this presentation is to raise such questions
in various forms . This can be irritating. But it is part of my
heritage, ethnically through my parents and professionally
through my academic discipline. Hopefully, if good questions
can be posed, then a clearer conception of what we're all
about as a Danish American Heritage Society will emerge. If
this questioning stance makes you uncomfortable, your
anxieties may be relieved if you apply to my approach the
same judgment that Mark Twain made about Richard
Wagner's operas. About that music, Twain said, "It's not as
bad as it sounds."
The pursuit of additional questions will be done by
reciting some personal experiences. Whether we stand on the
shoulders of giants or merely rise from the backs of common
peasants, each of us has a "roots story." In combination they
make up our folk history. Ultimately, for a heritage to have
meaning, that history must be recorded and analysed in
systematic ways, such as those afforded by the ingenuity and
dedicated labors of Ed and Cerda Sundberg.
What follows is autobiographical. By this means, questions
will arise from an exploration of the evolution of an ethnic
identity. I trust it will also express common concerns. It may
even reveal the source of the paradox implied in the notion
that we should question the heritage that we are so strongly
disposed to celebrate.
The Seeds of a Danish American Identity

In the beginning, we all have at least one thing in
common : we do not choose our parents nor decree the time
and place of our birth. Thus the basis for our ethnic identity
is a matter of inheritance or biological chance, an ascriptive
trait, not an achievement characteristic, one that we can in
various environments work to preserve and promote, or
attempt to mask through assimilation to another culture.
My father and mother were immigrants from Denmark,
and I was born in Tyler, Minnesota. In 1922, I am told, that
was something like being born in Denmark. But before I
col,!__ld find out, we moved to Junction City, Oregon, which I
suspect, was something like Tyler, Minnesota. Given this
24

environment, my father's occupation as a pastor in a DanishAmerican church, and the spelling of my name, it was
virtually ordained that I would become one of those ethnic
hybrids variously called American-Danes, Danish-Americans,
Chicago-Danes, or whatever.
I have sometimes speculated as to what might have
happened to the character and intensity of my ethnicity if
one of my parents had been African, or Polish, or even
Norweigian. What heritage does the offspring of a mixed
parentage pursue or pr:omotel A child facing the
Danish-American-Polish combination, for example, would be
confronted with some curious cultural contradictions. Not
only would there be cross-pressures from the ancient
Catholic/Lutheran schism, but it would take a great deal of
American pragmatism to reconcile the strains emanating from
the commitment to conflict in Polish culture and the commitment to conciliation of Danish national character.
Scholarly inquiry into the experience of persons from such
backgrounds might be very instructive in illuminating critical
facets of our heritage.
That both of my parents were Danish no doubt had a
unifying effect, although some strains did emerge when I tried
to figure out how much of me was Danish and how much
American. Immigrants are marginal people, and so too are
their immediate offspring when they are brought up in
communities where there are loyalties to two or more
national traditions.
And the community of Junction City did exhibit a dual
cultural personality. A vivid confirming symbol comes to
mind . On Thanksgiving day, a sign stretched across Main
Street announcing the annual footbal game as a contest of
"Danes vs. the Whites." This posed a problem of choice. The
result was an ethnic tilt. We "non-whites" rooted for our
heroes whose warrior ranks included names such as
Henricksen, Cribskov, Bodtker, Rasmussen, and Jensen .
So we did not, or could not, mask our identity; indeed, it
was reinforced by many other symbols, acts, and institutional
arrangements that hovered around the home, the Danish
church, and other organizations.
There were, for example, regular summer picnics for Danes
at Bodtker's grove down by the river. To get there one went
through the "ghetto" called "Dane Lane" that we visited and
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traversed for many reasons during the seasons of our youth .
There were also lectures and folk-dancing in the hall next to
the church where cheese sandwiches, coffee and cake seemed
always to be in abundant supply, even at the bottom of the
depression . There was all that preparation to host visitors
from other Danish outposts such as Enumclaw, Seattle,
Portland, and Solvang. And there was indoctrination in things
Danish in summer school and where we were coralled to sing
the old songs and read the old stories and where we fell off
the stall-bars after agonizing stretches of Niels Bukh's
gymnastik.
Mainly, certainly in retrospect, all of this was fun. But I do
recall strains brought by presumed peer group pressures to be
an American . Yes, from time to time, I felt embarrassed about
all this Danishness. I wasn't always enthusiastic about having
to go to Dane School in the summer. We ridiculed the
teachers and sometimes cut corners in attendance and participation. Ironically, years later, I learned that the American boy
whose status and freedom I envied, envied us because we
were doing all those interesting things. He confessed that he
used to peek through the keyholes at the Danish Hall and
wish that he could be in there with us-probably at the same
moment that I wished that I could be outside.
Perhaps the ambivalence that I felt about ethnic identity
reflected something broader going on in the community. It is
significant, I think, that the renowned Scandinavian Festival
of Junction City did not emerge until 1960 when most of the
distinctive Danish institutional activities had subsided, and
that the leadership for this ethnic celebration came principally
from non-Danish sources. Could it be that the community,
like my friend, had been looking through the keyhole all
along? That may suggest something about our heritage.
What does it suggest? It brings me, through my own
experience, to a first approximation of some of the basic traits
and values in the Danish character-presumably part of the
heritage we seek to preserve and promote.

Traits and Values in the Danish Character
Non-Danes generally perceive Danes in a positive manner.
They are often characterized as light-hearted, genial folks who
are even more cosmopolitan than other Scandinavians. Yes,
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there was a Viking ancestry, but the Danes are long removed
from the impulses of aggression.
In American communities where Danes did cluster, segregration was voluntary and was rarely perceived as being
problematic or as posing a threat. In Junction City, Danes
were even admired for their solidarity, as the key-hole
incident suggests. Perhaps this was because Danes did not
contest for political power nor achieve any conspicuous
dominance in the economic realm.
Beyond that, the ethnic Danes exhibited traits that were
generally deemed positive. They respected education, they
were industrious, clean, trustworthy, and they had a peculiar
sense of integrity about their work. They seemed to take
special pride in their craft, whether they were blacksmiths,
bakers, carpenters, or farmers. It certainly would be worthwhile to explore to what extent that pride in workmanship is a
function of heritage. It is, I believe, a perception of being
Danish that extends beyond the narrow boundaries of a small
town in Oregon .
The life style of the immigrant Dane on the prairie yields
additional traits and values manifest in every Danish
community from Tyler and Askov in Minnesota, to Kimbalton
in Iowa, to Viborg in South Dakota, to Nysted and Dannebrog
in Nebraska, to Dannevang in Texas, and all the way to
Solvang and Junction City on the West Coast, to mention but
a few of the centers of Danish ethnicity.
Sophus K. Winther, in his classic Take All to Nebraska,
catches the flavor I have in mind . In a review of the recent
re-issue of this book, Professor Christenson of Luther College
capsulizes Winther's view of the Danish character in the
following way:2
There is much that strikes this reviewer as especially
Danish . He (Winther) describes rare but cozy gatherings
with gossipy Danish neighbors, or a fastidious neatness
concerning personal appearance, in ways that show the
persistence of Danish habits on the plains. So does his
meticulous attention to food, from the afternoon coffee
and cakes served daily, to cebleskiver, a breakfast of brown
bread and buttermilk soup, or a Thanksgiving dinner of
chicken stuffed with prunes, baked squash, potatoes, red
cabbage, and, for dessert, ceblekage with whipped cream.
There is also something that seems so typically Danish
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in the blithe assumption that people will be honest and
neighborly, that laws will be just, that labor will be rewarded-and also in the bitter rage which arises when
these assumptions turn out to be wrong.
Note the key words in this review: cozy gatherings,
fastidious neatness, meticulous attention to food, trust in
honesty, neighborliness, trust that laws will be just, faith that
labor will be rewarded . But note also the curious coda-"bitter
rage when these assumptions turn out to be wrong."
I sensed these traits among Danes in Junction City, and
elsewhere years later. Consider, in particular, the last items
mentioned . Yes, there was occasion for bitter rage . But it
seemed to end there, repressed in the self, not expressed in
physical response nor in the mobilization of social action .
Is it possible that Danish character feels strongly, but
tends to suppress direct counter-action in order to avoid
conflict? Does our cultural heritage dispose us toward
conciliation, mediation, compromise, and repel us from being
strident, militant, or aggressive?
These questions occurred to me many years later when , as
a member of a Presidential Commission, I had a pie thrown in
my face at a public hearing in the Senate Office Building in
Washington, D.C. My response was muted. I could have
reacted physically, but I didn't. That I did not respond in kind
evoked bitter editorials and an outpouring of critical letters
from all over the country calling me "permissive" and
"cowardly," to mention only the milder responses.
Was it part of my heritage to bend with the storm as the
old willow tree in Hans Christian Andersen's story advised all
the plants to do as the lightning flashed across the sky? You
will remember that only the buckwheat refused to comply.
When the storm had passed, the flowers and the corn raised
their drooping heads in the pure still air, refreshed by the
rain; but the buckwheat lay like a weed in the field, burnt to
blackness. How un-Danish of the buckwheat! Perhaps it came
from American soil.
Incidentally, that Commission dealt with the matter of
obscenity and pornography. Our extensive research, including
studies of what happened in Denmark, led us to recommend
a Danish-like solution to this vexing issue. While Americans
today seem to be behaving in accord with the Commission's
major recommendations, American policy-makers are not yet
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ready to accept the Danish model that prefers self-restraint to
government regulations over what should or should not be
read and viewed.
One other item radiates from my early days. DanishAmericans, like other ethnic groups, strengthen their identity
by extending preferences to products and by emphasizing
symbols. I don't know if Danish cheese and beer are really
superior to their Dutch or Norwegian counterparts, but I was
encouraged to believe so. I also came to assume that names
ending in "sen" were importantly distinct from those ending
in " son ." And I certainly came to feel that a white cross on a
red background meant richer sentiments than those coming
from a yellow cross on a blue background . Swedes would, of
course, contest this.
The premise that "if it's Danish-it's good," also extended
to people. An American-Dane is strongly disposed to open the
door to any Dane. No matter that they be strangers or that
resources must be stretched. No matter how extended the
visit. Trust in our own kind seems deeply ingrained . Anyone
coming through on the circuit from Denmark, or from DanishAmerican communities, was welcome. Such hospitality both
springs from and helps reinforce ethnic consciousness.
Other Questions Arising from Ethnic Consciousness

The values and traits sketched thus far are part of my
evolving ethnic identity, but I am uncertain about their
general validity and about their national origin . They may in
fact be as strongly invluenced by a peculiar Danish-American
chemistry as they are by direct reference to Denmark.
I began to wonder about the Danes in Denmark as well as
about the current status of the culture of that society. Would
Danes recognize and appreciate the same things in the same
ways as Danish-Americans had experienced them? Is unquestioning hospitality, for instance, a Danish or a DanishAmerican trait? Or bitter rage? Or trust in the justice of laws?
And would either Danes or Danish-Americans put the same
premium on such traits as they would on , say, the trait of
pride in workmanship? Clearly, the matter of preservation and
promotion hinges not only on agreement about the content of
a cultural heritage but on the estimation of worth which is
conditioned by changing times both in Denmark and in the
United States. The challenge to the Danish American Heritage
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Society is formidable.
The richness and diversity in the Danish-American
experience poses yet another challenge for a unified effort to
foster and transmit a heritage. Let me come at that by
returning to the journey that cultivated my own ethnic
identity.
I left Oregon at the age of 18 to attend Grand View
College in Des Moines, Iowa. In my mental baggage were the
concepts of "Danishness" outlined above. Grand View did not
alter these conceptions, but it did reinforce and enrich their
structure and their implication.
It could hardly have been otherwise. Most of the students
of 1940-42 came from Danish immigrants enclaves. Many of
their parents, as was the case for me, had attended Grand
View a generation earlier. Some of the great teachers knew
both generations. Lasting positive sentiments emerge from
such bonds. And the bonds extended even further when
students married other Grand View students who also have a
Danish heritage-as was the happy case for me as well as for
two of my brothers. A picture of a perpetual ethnic inbreeding machine somehow arises from such facts .
At Grand View it wasn't long before we recognized that
there were at least two kinds of Danish-Americans with quite
different emphases from their heritage: (1) We were happy,
folk-dancing Danes who could smoke and drink beer and
frolic with songs and games, while (2) our cousins at Dana
College in Blair, Nebraska, were the somber, pietistic Danes
whose life-style was guided by other traditions and values.
Both of these schools were founded by Danish-American
immigrants, but the cultural stream divided before the turn of
the century over differences in interpreting church doctrine.
The "Danishness" of the little world of Grand View was
not shattered by such revelations. Nor did it falter as inquiry
revealed a rich Danish-American experience for non-Lutherans,
such as the Mormons, and for a considerable body of DanishAmericans who were outside the orbit of church life
altogether.
The question that must be posted from this observation
bears directly on the future of the Danish American Heritage
Society : How does an organization whose founders have a
strong Grand View connection gain the legitimacy and the
means for tapping and then preserving and promoting the
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heritage of all Danish-Americans, school or no school, church
or no church, lodge or no lodge?
An answer will be found through an expanding representation of effort. It will also require continuing linkage to
contemporary as well as to historical Denmark. That linkage is
vital. It sustains ethnic consciousness as it enlarges our
understanding of a heritage that is not fixed but grows with
each successive generation . In fact, Danes as well as
Danish-Americans may gain from the bridge that is built.
Denmark and the Question of a Changing Heritage
After Grand View, a couple of other colleges,and World
War 11, I came to the University of Washington to shape my
career as a sociologist. That institution is very hospitable to
things Scandinavian . Indeed, the only subject matter specifically mandated for its curriculum by the state constitution is
Scandinavian Studies.
From the very start of my long association with the
university, I was not permitted to overlook that fact. In 1946,
when I first appeared as a student, an advisor named O'Brien
took one look at my name and sent me to the Scandinavian
Department to study Danish literature. Although I was fascinated by the works of Holberg, Drachman, Georg Brandes,
and others, social science became my major interest and my
career.
Sociologists study organizations, they rarely join them .
This inclination was reinforced by my commitment to
Marxism . Let he hasten to add that I am a life-long follower
of Groucho, not Karl. It was Groucho Marx who said, "I
refuse to join any organization that allows people like me to
become a member."
For a long time, I used that philosophy to avoid becoming
a member of almost everything, including the Danish church
in Seat.t ie, and the Danish Brotherhood.
Despite this tactic, I could not mask my ethnic identity
nor my joy in associating with our own kind. As a result, two
good things happened: (1) I was married to Greta Petersen,
and (2) we went to Denmark for a year in 1960.
This was Greta's third trip to Denmark, but it was my first.
Now at last, at age 38, I was "going home," ethnically
speaking. The circumstances involved conditions of privilege
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that contrasted markedly with those that attended my parents
when they came the other way more than a half-century
earlier. I was to be a Fulbright Professor at the University of
Copenhagen.
This was a momentous experience, a jarring confrontation
with the question of ethnic identity. I was Danish, wasn't I?
After all, I knew some songs and dances, and even some
literary phrases, most of which I discovered that the real
Danes hadn't heard or seen for years. For them, my "Danishness" had the fascination of an occasional trip to an anthropological museum.
Thus, as a Danish-American seeks a heritage, two
questions loom at large at the outset: Are we relating
primarily to a romantic past or does a heritage change as the
culture changes? Further, what do we do if we find that we
don't treasure the values of contemporary Denmark as much
as those from an earlier eral
As a matter of fact, I liked the Denmark of 1960 very
much, at least for the first six months. Many of the things
that I had thought of as Danish (including how well they
spoke the language) were happily confirmed. There was order,
wit and humor, and fastidious neatness. There was coziness,
and trust, and pride in workmanship. And there certainly was
meticulous attention to food, not to mention drink.
We thoroughly enjoyed the generosity of our university
hosts and my wife's relatives . We were also impressed by the
courtesy and helpfulness of public officials from postmen to
cabinet ministers. However, the aloofness of neighbors was
not in accord with the expectations of hospitality generated
by the Danish-American experience. In the two towns north
of Copenhagen where we lived, neighbors guarded their
privacy intently.
Gradually, other gaps between expectations and experience began to appear. This afforded personal reflections that
were novel at the time. I was visiting Denmark but I was also
discovering America. Maybe I was more American than I
thought. When Danes attacked things in America, even those
persons and conditions that I had often criticized, I became
defensive and even tried to turn the argument around . I
began to judge Danish society from the perspective of
American values and standards. Ethnocentrism of the
American variety had invaded the evolution of my ethnic
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identity.

Ethnicity versus Ethnocentrism
Ethnocentrism finds expression in many ways in every
society, even in ways that are deemed minor and may be
benign . When a Dane says that salads are for rabbits or
Americans, and the only decent vegetable is a potato, he is
exhibiting an ethnocentric attitude. So, too, is an American
when he says that Danish is not a language, but an impediment of speech; or when he says that any currency other than
the dollar is "play-money."
Ethnocentrism does not encourage mutual understanding
or tolerance. It tends to foster a feeling of superiority on the
part of members of a group as they judge non-members. Since
every culture encourages ethnocentrism, this raises a critical
question about the pursuit of a heritage: Can we be ethnic
without being ethnocentid
I am uncertain about the answer. I think we can if we
allow others the legitimacy we accord ourselves in the pursuit
and promotion of a heritage. But it will probably take more
than that if we are going to have a world that is safe for
diversity. To combat ethnocentrism and yet hold on to our
ethnicity, we may have to develop an appreciation of ethnicities beyond our own. However, it is not easy to be a
cultural relativist, as any of us senses as we begin moving
about the world .
In the second half of our year in Denmark, the American
in me became alternately bored and impatient with much of
the Danish scene. Variety seemed lacking. Towns looked
alike, and every bakery had the same set of items and flavors.
Everything was so " hyggelig" and appeared so homogeneous
and bland .
In 1960, there didn't seem to be any issues in Denmark,
except for the price of beer and the choice of a vacation site.
The church was neutralized, the radical parties were conservative, and other institutions bearing on change seemed
cautious and content. The spirit of moderation prevailed .
Hadn't the Danes read their own S¢ren Kierkegaard? He spent
his life assailing the spirit of moderation. For him, mediation
and compromise were abhorrent. We should make choices,
not seek syntheses. Existence was a matter of either/or, not a
matter of both/and .
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Like an American bulldozer, my thoughts pushed across
the quiet Danish scene. I was restless because Danish society
didn't seem to be moving and leading and becuase I was
addicted to the American style of competition and its politics
of confrontation. I was irritated by the constant reference to
Denmark's small size when it came to its voice in large
policies on the world scene. With initiative, I felt that
Denmark could provide new models for human relations as
they had in the past with cooperatives and folk schools. I was
appalled at the waste of their major national resource. Less
than one percent of the young people of the relevant age
categories were pursuing higher education (a situation
markedly changed since 1960).
At this point, then, the American part of me led me to
perceive Denmark as bland if not dull, content if not listless,
.apologetic if not apathetic, and all to the point where I
wished the King would decree a day a week to encourage the
open expression of something bold, new, diverse, and
dynamic.
Denmark, the Subtle Society

Was Denmark really as I had perceived it, or were such
views simply naive, wrong, and arrogant? A chance event led
me to redefine the situation. It rocked me out of my
American ethnocentrism, and once again posted a positive
prospect for ethnicity without ethnocentrism. The event
sensitized me to the necessity of looking at Danish society
and culture through Danish, not American, or even DanishAmerican, eyes. This meant a shift in scale, and in quality of
concern, of an order implied in a move to a Danish nightingale from an American bulldozer.
In fact, the nightingale was involved in this transformation
of perspective. There was a party, with much food and drink.
It grew very late. Finally, the Danish host said, "Shouldn't we
go out for a walk in the woods and listen to the nightingale?"
At first, I thought that the akavit had affected him. But the
Danes were serious. The dark woods beckoned. And, lo, we
heard the wondrous sounds of the nightingale.
Thereafter, I sensed that the Danes wre masters of perceiving, creating, and appreciating delicate but discernable
just noticeable differences. It is expressed in their humor,
their art, their homes, crafts, engineering, flower arrange-
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ments, food and, in fact, in every facet of their lives.
Efficiency and utility, yes, but delicacy and beauty in style
and design even more so.
I was startled by how much variety there was in the
society. It was not bland at all. I had just been looking at it
from an American scale. From then on, I began to experience
Denmark as something other than a homogeneous welfare
state. I began to see rt as the subtle society where just
noticeable differences made all the difference in the quality
of life.
In effect, my ethnocentric blinders had been removed.
Seeing Denmark through Danish eyes produced many new
revelations. Let me conclude with a summary one.
An American might be disposed to look for large
redeeming social values or blunt moral lessons in the stories
of Isak Dinesen (Karen Blixen). If so, there would be
disappointment. Her stories might even be deemed frivolous,
or perverse propaganda in favor of the aristocracy.
But take a Danish look at her book entitled Carnival:
Entertainments and Posthumous Tales, released by the
University of Chicago Press in 1977.
Read the story, "The Ghost Horses." It's really not a ghost
story but a story of substituted values, an exercise in the
subtle expression of esthetics. For the two children in the
story, a cache of jewelry has value not in economic terms,
but because the different pieces are stand-ins for the horses
and carriages in a coronation procession . The assembly of this
procession makes a dazzling and charming picture, but the
story as a whole, slight as it is, also serves as an example of
Dinesen's special Danish treatment of values.
Not only are esthetic considerations, as here, more
important than monetary ones; in general, esthetic
considerations take precedence over moral ones. For this
great Danish writer, and I think for Denmark generally,
esthetics are a moral consideration .
That helped me to sense and appreciate many just noticeable differences. The centrality of esthetic considertions says
more about Denmark, and perhaps our heritage, than any
other single observation .
But given my questioning stance, I will keep looking at
Denmark, and at our heritage, through Danish eyes, through
Danish-American eyes, and through American eyes. I invite
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you to do the same. The triangular vision from three cultural
vistas will surely yield a heritage worthy of preservation and
promotion.

FOOTNOTES
1. Menucha Retreat and Conference Center, Corbett, Oregon, June 29-July 1,

1979
2. In Scandinavian Studies, 49:3, Summer, 1977, pp. 368-369
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